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THE UNFAITHFUL GUARDIAN.

COXTINUED,

CA{HE looled nt the speaker enrnestly forn
b moment,then with alook of unutternble
tenderness beat down—took up the hand
of the dead man which Iny outside tho
snowy covering—laid it softly upon the
pulseless bosom—drew the folds of linen
over the faee, and went away.

She met ne one in the hall, and passed
down the wtaircase, walked out of the
house in which she had no longer a place.

Mr, James was standing at a window
and saw the carringe drive away—he made
a sign to the coachman—but the man did
not perocive it and drove rapidly on, o
that he had no opportunity of addressing
Mra. Lennex, if that was his intention,

He, too, walked slowly through the
house, even as that bhapless Indy had done,
but there was no shadow of care or regret
upon his face ; he might have been refloct-
ing on someo topic entirely disconnectod
with the sad soena in which he found him-
self an actor, o unmoved was his counte-
nance and manner. e walked on through
the dark deawing-rooms, where the rich
furniture and decorntions looked strangely
out of place at that time, and ascendod to
the upper story where the dead man lay.—
But be did not enter that chamber—he nev-
er went there again! He paused at the
door of the room which bad witnesaed the
soene that had desolated that family for-
over, Ho entered, an looked around-—saw
the broken writing-desk upon the floor
with the papers lying near it. He wmoved
forward and began looking them over, one
might almost have thought that he was
seeking ameeg them for something, but
that could not have been, for he Iaid them
all back without any shade of disappoint-
mont in his fsce.  He examined the room,
perhaps idly, bot il with any purpose, all
in vain, for shere was nothing to reward
his search.

At longth, be, too, descended the stalrs,
leaving those rooms to their solitary mag-
nifloence, nod never once looked toward

ance,
soul wore palpable to HKis gaze and full of
entmneing beauty, but when he strove to
retain nod elothe
eluded his grasp, and left him with only o
mocking gleam to mark the course of that

| inspirntion which had seemed ro glowing

and so real, Faiot; broken images were
there, but ornde and imporfect; full of
strongtl and vigor in the dea, but so weak
and ivartistie in expression that they only
foreshadowed the foroe and originality
which would come with riper years. He
wrote much for one so young, but thatonly
made him despair the more ; yearning that
he had deceived himsell, and that the gift
ho had deemed his own would pever reach
a higher level.

He was that most wrotehed of all oroated
beings—a boy, whose soul had forced itself
toa quick developmont throngh suffering
and restraint : who had no childhood and
no youth ; o thivet with longings that no
draught conld quench.

His carly years had béen spent in u lone-
ly house, with only an lovalid mother for &
companion, ® woman who had beon chilled
and erushed by previons sorrow, and whose
life bnd grown to be only n funeral hymn
over the vanished past. Perhaps the in-
fluence of this grief was upon her in all its
eorly forco at that child's birth, aud the
anguish and unrest which wrung ber soul
had been trdnsmitted asa beritage to hoy
offspring; and this it was which had foreed
his mind o an unnatural precocity that
wrought its own misery !

Iie was a peouliar child, with no play-
mates, and noneof the enjoymentsol his
age-—day after day passed in the seclusion
of that shrowded chamber where the pale
woman sat, watehed by the eager eyes of
the boy, until its gloom cast a twilight over
his whole being which wonld mever be
wholly swept away. Child as he was, he
noderstood that his mother suffered with-
out comprehending it ; but he felt it none
the less, nor dil it diminish his power of
sympathizing with that unspoken woe,
8he died while ho was still young, and
pince then his life had been spont amid
books, and in the ambitious training of
schools and college. Mr, James had been
hig nearest friend and protector, but he
had been little with him beyond brief,
hurried visits in the intervals of school
duties ; and the boy hiad never beon able to
conquer the restraint which tho presence
of that man huvd cansed him since their fivst
meeting.

All these reflections and memories wore
upon bis soul during the troubled hours of
that long night, and when he arose tho
next morning they followed him out into
tho sunshine and dimmed its brightoess by
their presence.

My, James had not returned to the city,
the servant told him, when he called at the
house, and  ha wandered for o time about
the streeta, avoiding overy acquaintance
that he chanced to encounter, and unable
to shake off the depression upon his spirits.

A horse was always at his disposal, during

the gloomy chamber whore lay the motion-
less form of that man who, so short a time |
before, had trod those galleries with the
kurried footsteps of passion und despair.

The lousekeeper was standing o the
hall below ns be passed through. He ad-
dressed some remark to her in his easy,
dignified way, pussed on to his carriage
which waited before the entrance, and
drove calinly down the avenue along whidh
that wretehed woman had been borwe,
stunned by aknowledge of ber helplogs.
mews and desolation.

CHAPTER 1V,

After shat bastily  terminated interview
weith Mr. James, Willinm Sears retnrned to
Lis hotel, restless and annoyed that he lad
found no eournge to give utterance to thy |
thongand wishes and devices which had kb
long hauntad him,

The unguiet memorios of a lonely ehilds
hiood eame back ; tha hopes that had flash.
ed up ke stars Into the hiorizon of his boy: |

bood, anly to flicker and dis out like frag- n
ilo torches; the wild dreams, too vague | mins—well, well, the world I8 wide, who | hisarm Intho fallbe got from Lis boise— |
| you'd botter give him wiife !

“ Horty"' she'sald, hustilylooking toward |

and undefined to seek an alw, which had
filled hix ponl with tnrost, like deep waldrs

broken and troubled with the moontight, |

all returned with added bitterness, and left
bim exhaustod benenth thst strife of pain. |
ful thought,

It 18 ah ervor fo say that the sedsoh of
youth is Wways o Happy one. To an im.
aginative mind, at least, it ia full of unrest
nnd wearing suspense, or of delusive hapds
whigh  reach no froltion, and ‘cast  thelr

n tnl!umu btto the coming life,
% ed that pato(l
¢rain there comes

of mantal power
M l‘tﬁlﬂt’ of .Mug it free utter.

his visit to town ; and Iate in the afternoon,
be gavoe orders to the man to saddle it.  He
mounted, and rode away, glad to find him.
solf free from the bustle of the crowded
stroets. The sunlight Lad faded from the
sky leaving it leaden and cold, aud the
cheerless nspoct of everything around wonld
have been sufficiout of itsell to sadden, so
great was his suscoptibility to every oxte-
rior influgnee,

Ho had ridden ' on for many miles, and it

them in language, they |

and stood beside him, 1 say, there, aro

you burt?' he continued, catehing the
horse by the bridle ashe stroggled up
Again,

UMy arm Ig burt s littde, 1 belleve,”

“Nob broke, is it?"" neked the farmer,
totwhing It with his disengaged Land.

“Only sprained slightly ; but my horse
is lamed., What the donce am 1 todo?
hero it lsnight already,"

“ Yen, and eight good miles back to the
city—thnt beast naver can do it."

“Poor thing " suid Willlam, patting
the horse again! “ Is there no place near
where I could get some sort of convey-
ange '

1 should guess not; mine's the only
house within & mile, and my horses have
been out to work all day ; they shouldn't
quit the stable agin to-night for the Presi-
dent himself,”

“An agreeable situation, upon my
word I mutterad William, looking around.

# Rayther so,'' returned the man, coolly,
pufling out a great volume of smoke, and
evidently enjoying the young man's irrita.
tion, * but as long as you aren't hurt much,
‘tisn't so bad, 1’1l tell you how we'll man-
age it. Here's my house close by, go in
and stay all uight, my old woman 'ill give
you s first-rate supper, and doctor up your
arm, and to-morrow morming you oan get
baek in the stage."

“Tam much obliged to you for your
kind offer, but 1 must return to the eity
to-pight,” pemsisted Sears, with his usual
wilful impatience.

“You must, hey? Wall, then, T guess
you'll have to try them long legs and shiny
boots of your'n."

“ Confound it all 1" exclaimed William,
lsughing in spite of himself.

“Wall, T vow you take it so kind o® good
natured, considering your sprained wrist,
that I've half o mind, if the horses whsn't
#0 tired, to hitch one and take you myself.”

“1'Il pay you your own price if you
will."

“Tain't a talking dbout the money,”
returned the man, with the troe spirit of
his clites, ' if you seemed a bit staok up 1
wouldn't do it for your money nor fine
clothes neither.”

ST whould say I wasz rather thrown
down,” said William, laughing again.
“Come, try and do it."”

Before the furmer could answer, there
wans the sound of wheels, and a oarringe
came in sighty driving rapidly toward the
city.

‘ Mebby there's n chance,” said the man
and before Sears could interpose; he called
ont to the conchman,

By, you, stop a minute ; stems to me
you've in & dreadful horry !

“What do you want?' gaid the mao,
checking his horses.

“1 don't want nothing, myself but
hoto's o young chap that's lamed his horse,
and says he must go back to  the city to-
night.!

HBorry for i, bot 1've got a lady in-
side."

S Wall, I guess she'd be glnd of n life if
she found hevself in sich a hobble,” said
the farmey,

At that moment the glass of the carriage
wie lot down and a lady losned out.,

“Why bave you stopped?’ she said,
quickly, *T must get back to the ity !"'

“If ever Isce folkdin such a hurry "
muttered the farmer, taking his pipe out of
his mouth, ‘‘you're just like this young

was growing quite datk, when he was | mian, ma'am,” he continned, with the nt-
aroused from  Lis reflections by a sudden [ INORL coOmposre,

pause  his horse made at a water-trough,
noar the roadside,

# Poor Firedly!" Le said, pattiug the
animal op the peck, and looseniug the reins
that ho might drink at ease ;

*1 hind quite | oyes which startled Bears.

Bhe twmod townrd the speakor, and the
beams of the vising mooun foll fall upon her
face, There was something in the expres-
gion of those padlid features, and wild, nad
He moved for.

The vistons which started upin lis | over the rail fence in front of the bouse, ‘ torrent of explanations which the lady did

pot cven hear. Bhe had thrown hemell
back inher seat, her face shronded in ber
thick vell, silent, and unconsslous of evoery-
thing passing around her. The farmer
olowod the doot, and the eohchmandrove
on before the young man recovered from
the astonishment into which the whole
goens had thrown him.

The lady did not move or speak, and her
fiice was so completely concealed by her
veil that ho could not catch another
glimpse of her features. They drove on for
some time in utter silence, st length, the
ludierousness of Lhe soene struck his quick
fancy so vividly that be could with diftionlty
restrain o Inngh,

“1 cannot thank you, madam, for your
kindness,"* be sald, ' bot—""

Bhe gave a sudden start at the sound of
his voioe, ns if ahe had forgo®en his pros-
ence. William paused, fearful that Lis
attempt to converso had offended her;
but after a lttle she said, in & low, horried
tone.

DI they not say you were hurt '

1t is nothing, madam, my lorse fell
with me and burt my arm somewhat, but 1
can vary well bear the pain.'’

She returned no answer, bot Bears
caught the repetition of the word in n slow
undertone. She spoke nomore, and he
would not again intrude upon her medita-
tion. He longed for another view of that
pale countenance contracted with some
terrible suffering, and marveled who the
woman could be with whom he found him-
self 50 unexpectedly thrown, The silence,
and the romembrance of those wild eyes
brought back the sorrowful feelings of the
morning, mingled with his curiosity and
aroused compnssion.

That face reminded him of something, but
bo could not tell what; be knew no one
who resembled it, and yet the likeness was
there. Then caome a thought, it was like n
book that he had read, yes, a book which
bad inspired him with an ioterest no fale
had ever done before. It was & story of
vaguo suffering like hin own, a record of
pationt enduranee breaking at last from its
passive misery to the sharp agonies of de-
spair, Buoch was the expression of that
faco—Nhis poot glance had read it in that
momentary view—he could almost have
belipved bor akin toone of its characters,
Then he smiled at his own folly and strove
to think about something else, but the
Jden would recur with a pertinncity which
waoaried him,

His unknown companion sat there, silent
and immovable, and after a time the pain
in hisa arm caused BSears to descend from
his poetic romance to the commonplace
reality of physical suffering,

The coachman drove rapidly on, and they
reached the outskirts of the city before
William was aware, Then he forgot his
discomfort in  the dosire to hear that voice
once more, and impress it firmly upon his
mind, He tried to frame some exprassion
of thanks and regret, but the words re-
mained unuttored, mot from n feeling of
timidity, but the koowledgo of the suffer-
ing which that womuan endured, and how
harshly commonplace would jar upon her
| atrained nerves.

S0 they drove on until the conchmnn
himsolf eame to a halt, and tapped upon
tho gloss baok of bhim to attract their at-
tontion,

“ Ask the lady -where 1 shall drive her
t0," besnid, when Willlsm opened |t.

She did not appear to heed him,
Bones repeated the question,

* Ho wisbes to know ' wheve he shall set
you down, madam,"

She bl rose nod partially threw Dback

and

liar veil like ono nmaxed.
| U Where " shie muttered, ** where !
| Bl sank back in her seat—in all that

foigotten you might be thied, and bless | waed, for the fivkt time, and tovching  Nis | great city whs M Lennox, for she wis

1"

me, it is nlmost night, we must go lhome !
He smiled with mournful bitterness as

haw courteousty, said,
“Excune me, madan, 1 kad no thonght

the odaupant of the earvinge, conld think of
no friond of whom she sould clsim protec.

ho said I, and ropested the word Lalf | of stopping you in this rade way—pray, 1ot | tion | William felt rather than understood

alond,

“ Homo !

knows what it may afford me yot '
He gathersd up the bridle, and turned to
retrace the road he had been toaveling. A

small farm Liouse stood a Hede farthar baok, |
and the farmer wos leaning on the fence in | claimed the young man |

front, quietly amoking his pipe. He bowed
to the youth, who felt, for an instant, a
confused sort of envy for his lowly station

fell, thipwing his rides to the ground.
"M:whurt.f“ sald a volq,wﬂnu
pprang to Lis

You have one, Fire-ly; buot |

foet, aod the farmer laaped | riage, drowsing his con!

your coachman drive on.'"
“Tajot no soh thing, wa'am, he's hart

him, * get in if you choows, xir.'

“1 beg ten thonssnd pardons!" éx.
41 onn very well
ride on the box,"* !

' No, you cai"t,”” interposed the farmer,
“youn're growing whiter and whiter ;. jlst

and quiet, and in his absorption allowed | get 4o there, and sond over to sec about
Lils whip to fall heayily upon the peck of | your horse i thie morsing—my
hin horse. The spirited croatuse bounded | John Wilkon, and He'll'be safe enoigh {n
down the sapid descent, npd striking sud- | my barn il theg.

danly agalust. some obstacly, stumbled and mm-mummnunwum

vamey’
Mind and; have s doo-

you get home "

Ho almost. pusbed htoﬂutlb-

apologies ina

L

Ihor besitativn, but the coschman called

| onty

U1 didn't  anderstand,
drive to "'

The lady strove to recall herthoughts,
nod after anothor pause gave the address
'of n woman who hid' onoo betn o servant
in her house—of all the many with whom
ber stasion sod . weslth had  given hier in-
fluenoe, thay poor domesilo was the only
ons to whom she could lool: in that tervible
hour ! i

A They turned down Uu_s narrow stroct she
indipated, and the carrioge drew up before
a house that looked dingy and dilapidated

oven in the light from ihe sireet. Bears
opanetd the door, sssisted the lady to de-
soend; and gave ber bis arm up the broken
stops, It was his right arm, abd even the

wlww shail 1

stranger’s tangh  gave him exquisite pain,
yet, folly ns It wna, ke falt o sort of pleasure
in the snffering. He knocked at the door,
which wan opened from within, aud the
lady wonld have entered withiout a word.

“ Parewell, madam,” he said, with o re-
spect for which he conld not aceonnt,
“you have saved me much snnoyance,'

She turned full toward him-—the glare
from the smoky lamp showed his 1ace,jenr-
nest and full of sympathy.

“J—he says I have done it I

She passed him and disappenared np the
narrow  stairway before he could*speak,
lenving him lost in nstonighment. The
conchiman's voice recalled him to himself.
“Yon'd better get in, unless you're
going to stop' here too—in that omse 1'd
like my pay.”

Sears went down the steps, but before
the man could start onn little girl came
out, saying,

* Wait » minute, the lady wanted me to
give you your money."’

“Keep it for yourself, little one,” re-
turned Willlam, *“and tell the lndy it is all

gottled.”
He bade the driver go on, but aslong ns

the old house was in sight he leaned out of
the carringe, locking up at the windows as
if endeavoring to catch nnother glance of
the pale stranger.

He found two or three young men ne-
quaintances awaiting his arrival at the
hotel, but he was in no modd to listen to
their joyous conversation. Iis slight ac-
cident was exouse enough for his desire to
be left alone, and when they had gone and
a physician in the house had applied some
oooling remedy to his arm, he sat down by
the fire to recall with minnte care every
incident of that brief meeting.

Sears was too fanciful not to indunlge in a
thousand visionary ideas concerning the
stranger ; and ber resemblance to sometbing
in that book still puzzled him.

CHAPTER V,

Mre, Lennox recelved & warm gresting
from the poor woman whose protection she
sought, and Janct was not backward jin
using harsh terms regarding those who had
w0 cruglly treated her former mistress. But
she was checked by Mrs, Lennox, who
sajd—

“Don't, Javet ! Remember my hugband
is dead, do not say anything that reflects
upon his memeory."

“1t wasn't him—oh, no, I'll never be-
Hevolt! Girland woman I lived many
years in that houss, and I know that the
man  who was so good to my lone ‘mother
fresh from the old country, couldn’t do a
thing like that, Tle was set on, I tell you,
mistress, worked up to it by somebody ;
there's a plot gomewbere, but if ever 1 find
it onty as Eure as my name is Janet
Brown——"*

“He believed mo innocent, they were
the Inst words he spoke 1"

“ Bless him for that ! Ho had his fanlts,
but he was n good man, was My, Lennox,
and I know he couldn't long have hnd a
doubt of you."

1t was a low, scantily faruished bed room
in an upper story of the old house, to
which the homeleds wife had been driven
upon the night succeeding her husband’s
death.

The appearance of the room betrayed the
poverty of  its owner, but everything was
serapulously veat, and there was & painful
attompt to moke the room iook cheerful
and bright.

An old rocking-chair was drawn up near
the fire, and init eat Mre. Lenvox sup-
ported by pillows, pale and exhausted, but
with an eager expression in hey fice, which
betrayed the fover within that  gave
strength to her worn.out frame. Her slon-
der hands were clasped over her knee in an
attitade habitual with her, and which gave
a drooping, despondent air to her whole
person, more painful than any nedible ex-
pression of suffering,

“WMr. Morris does not come,". sha eald
ot length, . ““oan he refuse me even thatf"’

# Harlk | there's a Joud knook at the door
down stalrs—1"11 run nud loak, "’

She hurried ont of the room, aud Mrs,
Letnox staggered to her feel, and moved
feobly toward the door.

“He'n come, he's come,' exolaimed
Junet, vushing book, “1 heard them tell
him T Hved up stairs, Just go put into the
other room and see bim; Il slip down
tho back way soas not to digkarb you."

Mrs. Ieuwnox gathered up ber foeble
strengtly and tottered into the outer chxm.
ber just asthe old man entered) Bhe

eould not speak—oeould only strotols out her
nsm ulman Impl




